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"May | take your order, Sir?" The waiter was decidedly effeminate. On another day Sav might have smirked and 
secretly enjoyed the pretty, full-lipped, vaguely Japanese-appearing boy dancing around him like that. 


"The kabobs with mushroom, squash, and peppers." Sav's eyes cut sideways. The blonde woman next to him 
waited, serene. Only her darting glances gave away any indication all was not what it seemed. 


A decent bottle of red wine had already been consumed; he ordered another as well as the food. 
"Steak Oscar, salad no dressing, medium rare," she said succinctly. Her low tones purred straight to his groin. 


His shaved groin. That afternoon, Helena had ordered him into his large garden tub, sat herself in the hot 


water between his legs, and spent over an hour rendering him hairless below the level of his hip bones. 


"We're going to do something about that so-called modified Seventies bush," she'd smirked at him, shaking a 
can of expensive shaving gel. She'd made him hoist his legs up onto the sides of the tub - something, he 
imagined, like the position women were required to take at the gyno office. Other than a few initial and 
decidedly weak protests during which Helena had said little besides, ‘pubic topiary, ‘do some much-needed man- 
scaping,' and ‘they should get to see what they're being used for’ while fondling his balls, she'd been all 
business. The intermittent scrape-rasp of the razor, their breathing, and the gentle lapping of the water had 
been the only sounds for some while. 


Looking down over his soon-truncated love line, which Helena had shaved to a point at its lower reaches, Sav 
had been a lesser degree of dumbfounded over how she demonstrated a wide wicked streak. Usually cool, her 
fingers had been hot and slippery from the bath water and shaving cream, and if they occasionally had got a 
little rough on his decidedly hairy balls or wandered lower than standardly allowed, she wasn't the type of 
woman to be refused. He'd slowly grown hard as she'd scraped every inch of his groin Other than a twitch or 
two of her perfectly proportioned dark blonde brows, Helena had said nothing, simply taking the opportunity 
with the thick shaft well out of the way to shave under his denuded sac and beyond. When his urgent mewling 
had joined the other sounds, she'd taken pity on him, bending forward to enfold the purple head drooling near 
his navel into the sucking, tongue-lashing cavern behind her lust-puffy lips. Clear green-and-gold eyes had 
glittered up at him, and Sav had moaned and squeaked while she increased her vacuum seal to near painful til 


he'd broken inside and shot his essence. 


It was like she drank him down, consumed him, when she did that - swallowed him as far as she could go down 
and the products of his pleasure. He gave her everything, let her see uncensored his every reaction The more 
she pushed him, the more he wanted. He'd learned that when she was done with him, sore balls not 


withstanding, he was always fine, whole and himself... till the next time. 


Helena had let him loll in the afterglow while she finished the exfoliating job. His legs had been faster and 
easier, as she had practice on her own. As he'd lain in the lithotomy position, cooling water filling with dark 
hair, Sav reflected that while he'd been shaved or waxed for many of their tours, photo shoots, video 
productions and so forth, none had afforded him the degree of what he'd already sensed would be an almost 
out-of-body, in-body experience with his own skin 


He'd been right about that. Never had Sav's legs felt so naked. Naked and pure. Naked and pure and.. he could 
feel every breeze, every texture of fabric. Once they were on, he'd have sworn he could distinguish the 


threads of the warp and weft of his faded denim jeans. And higher up.. 


Half joking, Sav had been drying himself off, savoring the soft velour of the towel he'd chosen against his 
thighs after a shower to rinse the stubborn clinging hair off himself and Helena, followed by a thorough 
digging-out of the drain trap. When he made some suggestion about a reward, immediately Helena had 


returned, "Take me out to dinner at." she'd named a visible but not ostensibly-so eatery. 
"Done," he'd said over her. Unwise. 


"wearing my knickers under your clothes," she'd finished, using the British term for his benefit. Her stare 
challenged him to back down. Or not. There was no telling what she'd do besides simply eat dinner with him. 


"Er..." It took a lot to make Sav blush. But this.. his face was turning the approximate color of his re-swelling 
cock. Helena just leered at him. 


In the restaurant, Sav was again in a similar state. Just the knowledge that he was swathed - or more like 
stuffed - in Helena's silky panties under his jeans might have turned him on, but that was nothing compared to 
what it felt like.. His balls were sweating. Every pulse of his cock drew soft caresses from the material. Sav 


gritted his teeth against the way his body was pushing for completion at a most inopportune time. 


Most of Helena's bikini or "cheeky" style underwear wouldn't have contained him but she'd dug out a pair of 
stretchy lavender low-rider briefs from somewhere, what he recalled his old girlfriends referring to as ‘hip 
huggers. The elastic bands itched; the bald state of his groin put every surface at full alert and attention. 
Every little shift brushed the whisper-soft fabric against his arse, his scrotum, and it wrapped tightly over 
his stiff, swollen erection, angled uncomfortably to the left and hooked under the waistband. Sav was mortified 
with himself for getting a hard-on in public, but he couldn't do anything about it. His dinner partner stopped 


talking in favor of simply watching him and drinking more wine. 


"How can you women stand to wear these things?" he blurted at last, though not loud enough to be heard 


even at the next table. "I mean.. different anatomy and all, but don't they make you ungodly horny?" 


"A woman's arousal is more intellectual," answered Helena, as if their conversation were about anything 
bordering on normal. "Or, she would need direct clitoral stimulation, which is sort of what you're getting.. on a 


larger scale." Her lips quirked. 
"A penis is a huge clitoris?" Sav made sure to keep his voice down, and the hissy tones out of it. 


‘Or maybe it's the reverse, | don't know," Helena shrugged. "Right now I'm just as aroused as you, and | have 


nothing caressing or strangling my junk" 


Sav snorted at her terminology. "You have no junk. Much less shaved bald!" He eyed her chest discreetly. Her 
requisite undergarment and blouse couldn't entirely hide the two pointed, jutting nubs underneath. Two could 
play at her little game, he decided, and went on, "Strangled? This silky stuff is tighter around my balls right 
now than their own skin. My prick is held unmercilessly, with the head tucked under these things' waistband. 
l'm leaking... | can feel drops of pre-cum dribbling out, being absorbed. Soon there'll be a damp spot." Sav had to 


stop there. He gulped some ice water down from a delicate goblet and tried to control his breathing. 


"Leaking." Helena's face was so bland, the shock of her next words slapped his brain. "Well, Say, l'm sitting in a 
puddle. Soaked through. It feels like | peed myself. My clit is itchy; it's making me want to spread my legs and 
hump the edge of the seat, but its my cunt that's the neediest. Its screaming for you. Now. To fill it. The 
muscles inside are clenching around emptiness.. want you in me, your fat hard cock.. l'd come all over it the 


second you ram it." 


Darkened blue eyes rolled back in his head, Sav's nostrils flared. He swore he could smell her female musk like 
a faint incense emanating from under the tablecloth, but perhaps it was only the power of suggestion. His hand 
shot from where it had been gripping the stem of his goblet so hard it was a wonder he hadn't shattered it, 
to the fork of his legs. Gripping his crotch didn't help. Trying to move slowly - to neither be noticed nor hurt 
himself - he lowered his zipper. He looked down. Obscene. Like a two-pound sausage, his cock bulged inside the 
panties and the whole package practically fell out of his fly. "S-stop.. now!" he whispered urgently, bright red 
staining his cheekbones. He tried pulling down on his sac, but couldn't get a good grip. There was no way he 
could get up and leave, but he couldn't - wouldn't - ask Helena to duck under the table and take care of him 
even though she'd probably have done it; he hadn't done anything so ostentatious since he was in his twenties. 


"Get your hand out of your pants," Helena ordered. Her alto voice took on a musical note, but her eyes were 
hard. Sliding over next to Sav in the banquette, she grasped his wrist. "Come on now." If he'd chosen to fight 
about it, he'd have won, but he didn't. She pulled and Sav cut off his own whiny protest. But his aching, heavy 
cock was not bereft of touch for more than a second. Keeping her face mostly neutral beyond the flicks of 
her irises and the puffiness of her mouth, Helena replaced his fingers with hers. The material clung in a damp 


tangle to his shaft, which she caressed, stroking firmly with minimal motion, giving little squeezes. 


Sav tried to stave off the rising orgasm. It was futile. Every pass of her fingers up and down the throbbing 
appendage primed him more. Frantic, but in an unmoving, quivering way, Sav knew what was going to happen 
and was helpless to stop it. As his balls exploded and his seed pumped out into the weave of thin, girlish cloth, 
he closed his eyes tight and stifled any noise, his belly trembling in spasms lasting only a few seconds that 
seemed the longest of his life. 


"Now we both have wet panties," Helena whispered into his ear, then licked the lobe. She removed her fingers, 


slid a respectable distance away, and licked at them briefly. Despite itself, Sav's dick gave another twitch. 
| hate you," he growled. 
Helena acknowledged this with a steady look. "Good," she retorted. "Eat your salad." 


It had just landed in front of him. Sav, crisp tablecloth draped over his lap, was slightly queasy over the 
auspicious timing. When the waiter was gone again, he threatened, "I oughta bend you over for that." 


She leveled another even look at him, cool as the proverbial cucumber, chewing a mouthful of chopped romaine 
lettuce leaves. "ls that supposed to be a punishment? You think | can't take it?" 


Grimacing at the mess he would have to live with till he could get home, Sav picked up his salad fork. "I 


imagine you think you can take whatever | can dish out," he rasped, 
Helena cut her eyes sideways at him. "You liked it and you know it” 
He'd be lying if he denied it. 


Later, after having suffered through the indignation of the sticky load in his pants for an hour and fifteen 
minutes, Sav was pushed over backwards onto his own bed with eager fingers scrabbling at his zipper. He tried 
to swat them away, but Helena was not to be deterred. She kneed his thighs apart and put her head down into 
his crotch, sniffing, then licking as she peeled the stained lavender wisps from his genitals; her tongue slurped 
up his previous spill and readied him for more. Despite what he'd said, Sav wasn't in the mood to mess about 
with arse-fucking. Wiggling out of his clothes and then undressing her quickly, he pulled her up, rolled onto her, 


and pried her legs open 


"You're fucking dripping," he grinned as he lowered his body so they were aligned, but kept himself beyond the 
reach of her tricky hips. 


"I told you that | was. Did you think | was lying?" 


Sav's fingers delved into the slippery slit, and Helena moaned, arching. Getting her to drop her guard, to be the 
passionate woman she was underneath her chill fagade or even the slightly perverted, lecherous one she took 
on so often in his presence was currently one of his raisons d'êtres. "Need yeh now, luv." Sav's natural accent 


thickened in intimate moments. 


Pale, soft limbs wrapped around him, and Sav knew the exquisite sin of smooth legs twining together. Unable to 
hold off, he drove forward. Uncharacteristically, Helena squealed and dug her nails into his back. Like skating on 
ice that was molten, that surrounded him, that made him rut like an animal with the scent of heat in his 


nostrils, Sav rolled his arse and plunged into her. 


Below, Helena was in her own world of sexual rage with eyes wide, fixed on his sweating face. "Yes... yes.. make 
me come, Sav," she whined, but he could see the dilation and feel the clench - she was already there. Not for 
the last time either. This time, knowing she'd denied herself before, he went on and on, till ruthless fucking 
slowed to ticklish strokes. Again and again, she gave it up, or perhaps he forced it from her. After several 
waves of heat and moisture from inside, Sav knew that she was too sensitive to be touched but he needed to 


see her complete surrender before he'd allow himself release. 


It came by way of a scream, a slackening of muscles and a momentary loss of consciousness. Somewhere 
between the first and second of the two, Sav let the pressure built up at the base of his spine and in his balls 
converge into one huge discharge, screaming as he came into Helena with everything he had. Then, he simply 


collapsed, running his arms under her back and kissing her face till she came back around. 


"Needed you so much.." she slurred. "After what you gave, what | made you do, | didn't deserve. 
"Shush... you know | love that sick shit," Sav grinned. "Sick as in sick in the head." 

"Yeah. Just like me. No wonder we go on like this." 

She meant the secret flat under a fake name and the daring things they'd never try in ‘real life," or what 


amounted to real life for them. They kissed, and parted, scrubbing away scent and tucking away memories. As 
for Sav's legs and so on, well, no one had ever said that Rick Savage wasn't a bit ambiguously-gendered himself 


sometimes. 


Fin. 


